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In Response to ZigZag 


I need a 

pick-me-up poem 

to relieve me 

of dismal you 

To tell me that 
everything’s chilly 

and I’ll make it by and by 
I need this poem 

to tell me 

I’ll get my place in 

the sun, 

because I’m learning to 

see through and around you 
Most of all, I need this poem 
to love me, 

but can it? 


Rhonda M. McLaurin 
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My Girl 
JB 


Misled by some silly, antique fiance 
Yearning to love and to be loved. 


Gosh! I’ve really found one that I truly like 
Imagine a 36-24-36 of my own 

Romance her, that’s what I’ll do 

‘‘Lady, it was love at first sight’’ 


Lasciviousness for her 50 percent of the time 
Although it should be 100 percent 

Victor of her heart! 

Exaggeration? Why not? 

Reminiscing about MG all the time 
Needlessly to say I’ll never forget her 
Eureka! MG... 
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My Girl 
JB 
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Ode to George Street 


There were people once— 

all the time. 

They ’d cruise by 

looking for the weekend’s adventure. 
It seems so long ago. 

Now only those who 
remember this empty street 

in days gone by remain 
sitting, waiting 

for the cruisers 

that will not pass again. 

The meeting place is forgotten. 
Once someone broke the gate 
And the cars cruised 

And the people met 

And the music played 

And it was 

almost like days gone by. 

But the gate was fixed the next day 
And here lies George Street 
Barren, empty, dead. 

May she rest in peace. 


Ernest Walker, II] 
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Untitled 
Pamela Lyon 


The books 
the table 
The kiss 
The touch 
The smile 
The compassion 
The discovery 
The unity 
The life 
The two 
The three 
The small 
The big 
The huge 
The unsurmountable 
The weak 
The strong 
The love 
The hate 
The end. 
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No Restrictions 
Sheila Smith 


Give me the way to an open heart 
Help me search for my intentions 
Help me reach for my feelings 


An open heart with no restrictions 
Let me come in when I... 
Let me leave when I... 


Choose to make my commitment 
Of a loving man 
Of a understanding man 


Consisting of an unsexed craved virtue 
Let me pursue your body 
Let me contrast our emotions 


Whether I’m right or wrong 
Give me the benefit of the doubt 


Give me your suggestions 


Working together, will it work 
Not without your open heart 
Not without mine 


Search for my intentions 
Search for my feelings 


Guide me into an open heart 
...No Restrictions. 
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Ntozake Shange 


Sassafrass, Cypress & Indigo 
by Ntozake Shange 


Reviewed by LaTanya A. Isley 


“‘Where there is a woman, 
there is magic’’ 


In her first novel, Sassafrass, Cypress & Indigo, the author of the acclaim- 
ed Broadway hit, for colored girls who have considered suicide/ when the 
rainbow is enuf, captures all of the essence, magic and folklore of the soul of 
black women. The book is a weave of poetry, music and ‘‘spirit’’ torn be- 
tween the beats of uptown jazz and Southern blues. Using the voice of a 
traditional storyteller, Shange powerfully relates the tale of three sisters and 
their mama from Charleston, S.C., with the mystique of the South as a 
guiding force. 

The girls are a collage of the strengths and weaknesses of black women 
and the way their lives weave and entwine with one another like fine woven 
cloth. Sassafrass, the eldest, is a weaver of cloths and words who yearns to 
find her identity as a black woman and the positive forces in the world, liv- 
ing in the midst of the Bohemian population in Los Angeles. But her 
greatest stumbling block is her weakness for her ultra-unconventional 
boyfriend and his ideology of living in a one-dimensional world with no in- 
terference from the outside world. 

Cypress, a dancer, believes her movements can ease the pain and take her 
away from the harshness of life. Full of life, cocaine and partyin’, she 
travels from California to New York and soon tires of ‘‘men holding her, 
leaving her wet and lonely’’ and finds herself living among and loving 
women. Eventually she realizes that her inadequacies come from within 
herself and not from the arms of someone else. 

Although the novel is filled with incantations, recipes and letters, the 
magic and aura of the South is best illustrated in the youngest daughter, In- 
digo. Still a baby nursing at the bosom of Charleston with ‘‘too much of the 
South in her,’’ Indigo lives her life through poetry, handmade dolls and 
magic spells. She possesses the ‘‘magic’’ of being able to ‘‘talk’’ to her 
dolls (who are as much a part of her life as her sisters) and take ‘‘moon 
journeys’’ through Shange’s hypnotizing, yet sensuous prose. 

The universal strength of the sisters is their mother, Hilda Effania, who 
has dreams ‘‘not so much to change the world, but to change her daughters’ 
lives.’’ Like Sassafrass, the mother is also a weaver, but she uses her oc- 
cupation to see the beauty in life and feel its rythm. 

Known previously as a poet and playwright, Shange mixes the elements 
from all of her talents to put together a tale that sheds light on the positive 
energies and truths in women. 

As the women’s feelings weave through a worldly loom of happiness, 
despair and triumph, Sassafrass, Cypress & Indigo will surely please those 
who search for the ‘‘magic’’ in a woman. 
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Transition 


Tracy R. Atkins 


Last year you shared your dreams with me and I 
respected your determination. 


Last year you advised me on how to make the most 
of my own personal resources and I appreciated 
your concern. 


Last year you and I made love as though we’d 
always be there for one another and | accepted 


the bond. 


Last year you had to play the role and | felt 
the bond weakening. 


This year I’ve lost you and I can’t feel the pain. 


This year we won’t be gazing into one another’s 
dark, expressive eyes but I’ve accepted the loss. 


This year I won’t be running my fingers along your 
smooth black waves and Ill miss it. 


This year we’re two different individuals and yes; 
I’ve accepted the change. 


The transition from freshman to sophomore 
has been made ....... 


And thanks to you I know the rules of 
the game and now; maybe I’ll come up 
with the winning hand. 
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Have You Ever Been In Love With A Stranger? 
George B. Jackson 


Have you ever been in love with a Stranger? 
Someone you didn’t know 

Have you ever dream of a river 

That had no place to go? 

Have you ever watched a rainbow 

Stretch across the sky? 

And wondered if the pot of gold 

was the truth or lie. 

Have you ever watched two in love 

the way they carry on? 

And wondered why a past love of yours 

is unfortunately gone. 

Have you ever watched a bird 

fly so high and free? 

And say to yourself, beneath your breath, 

‘‘I wish that was me.’’ 

Have you ever seen love itself, 

Does it really exist? 

Or is it a thing that man made up 

to explain the meaning within a kiss. 

Have you ever thought that life was a dream 
And realized that dreams are life? 

Have you ever wondered why the wrongs you do 
Stab your back like a knife 

Has the light from the stars above 

Ever shined on your face? 

And have you ever asked yourself this silly question, 
‘‘What keeps them in place’’? 

Have you ever wondered why Tonto 

used to hang out with Lone Ranger? 


Take off the mask 


For you may have been in love with a Stranger. 
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No Paraphernalia is Needed 
Brenda D. Fredlaw 


Of all the indecent obscurities one human being 
can inflict on another. Never in my most wildest 
dreams did | ever encounter such manipulating 
pain—than the trama and tragic-like event you 
managed me to endure. 


You could have been more discreet in your 
measures about your—no, my freedom! It was 
not like you or I was enslaved or in bondage. 


Yes, you could have been more discreet than 
to curse the very ground I walked on or to curse 
my very person. No more intamacy I understand— 
nor do I desire, but why induce animosity between 
us? Why not say, ‘“‘It’s over,’’ without 
all your paraphernalia. 
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Why? 
Quadethia D. Pierce 


Why, didn’t I talk to you sooner? 

Why, didn’t I take the intiative 

to make you see things my way? 

Why didn’t I interpet those long 

looks you gave me, when I suddenly turned my head? 
Why didn’t I understand when you said you couldn’t? 
(I thought you meant you wouldn’t) 

Why didn’t I have faith in you when you said it 
would take time? 

Why didn’t I stay when you went away? 

Why? Why? 

Why didn’t you stop loving me, when I stopped 


loving you? 


iS 
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You Hurt 
Rhonda McLaurin 


There was once a vibrant heart 

where this hollow abyss rests— 

Burnt out by the pain of unsatisfied love thirsts, 
and other silly emotions. 


This mind here— 

Stronger on the grounds that I have 
Endured your tests and must now move on. 
Must shrug off your teachings as life’s 
Lesson 13 

Always was an unlucky number. 


Yes buddy, 

Must find those who dwell not on 

inferiority and superiority, 

yet realize that the ultimate goal 

is uniqueness. 

And even more, can still get down with the masses. 


True 

There may come a time when | shall regress to 
ignorance, 

But it will be only in the true sense of the word— 
the act of ignoring — 

You, that is. 


Will absorb everything else in my environment. 
Now that light has been shed on you, 
I am no longer blinded by the darkness 


of your sweet talk and suave ways. 
Life will be ‘‘Get Smart’’ over and over again. 
Never again will you be allowed into the depths 


of my emotions. 


Because you hurt! 
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A Place Called Heaven 
Angela Davis 


There is a place for us, 

Where all dreams do come true. 

Of all life’s ecstasy so rich, so pure, 
Only time will tell if we can endure. 


So to search for tomorow is of endless waste, 
Because time is now and for us there is no sorrow 
For you my darling make beautiful love, not haste 


Never in my wildest dreams have I come across a 
person such as you, 

Because at first you were a fantasy, a reality 
come true. 

Now that you are a reality, our bodies will 
become as one, 

To intertwine like the bitter-sweet taste of 


fine wine. 


So to those who live in shadows of doubt, 

I must confess, you my friend have lost out. 
Because this very thing that I found out, is... 

It is such a place to be totally free— 

It’s the heaven above, where dreams do come true. 
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Odell Wiliamson, Jr. 


Expression is a word that some 
people look over for personal or interpersonal 
reasons. 


For they just don’t realize that 
expression is a gift, often not changing with 
the seasons. 


Showing how you feel, telling that 
special someone or just letting certain people 
know your thoughts; 


Whom to you are important, because of the 
moment; for you know expression can be bought. 


But wouldn’t you rather express those 
thoughts in your mind than to leave those individuals 
wondering? 


For they may wander elsewhere in their 
everyday life, and come across new hope in their 
plundering. 


You see, expression when forced inward 
can cause great pain to yourself or others that 
you know. 


Due to expression, that right one in your 
life may look over you just because you don’t show 


That little expression that everyone is 
looking for, that brings a certain feeling of love. 


This is the reason that I use my 
expression, because expression is a gift from above. 


€ 
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Winifred Annette Richardson 


My life has grown from hope to hope. 

I hope that I’m successful. 

I hope that :I love one infinitely. 

I hope that I get better with age. 

I hope that the love I give is reciprocated 
with the same depth. 

I hope I’m never arrested by misfortune. 

And one day hopefully, 

I’ll never hope for anything. 
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THE FIRST OF TWO PARTS 


Alex Haley: The Writing Life 
By Dr. Jeffrey M. Elliot 


‘“My cousin, Georgia, told me something,’’ says Alex Haley, ‘‘that has 
galvanized and sustained me ever since: ‘‘Boy, yo’ sweet grandma and all 
of ’em—dey up dere watchin’. So you go and do what you got to do.’’ 
Cousin Georgia was imploring young Haley to persevere, to continue his 
research into the family history, advice which he took to heart. The result 
was the bestselling Roots, which may well be the most important work of 
its kind. Not only has it captured the attention of millions of Americans, 
but it has also given rise to a groundswell of interest in black history and 
genealogical research. 

It is difficult to describe the impact of Roots on the American psyche. The 
book’s publisher, Doubleday, scheduled a record 200,000-copy first prin- 
ting, the largest print ever run for a hardcover book. That initial printing 
sold out in a matter of weeks, and the book has since gone on to sell well 
over five million copies in hardcover. The paperback edition set a record of 
its own. Moreover, the book has been translated into 26 languages, and 
was a bestseller in many countries throughout the world. In recognition for 
his outstanding contribution to American social and political history, Haley 
was awarded the Pulitzer Prize for Roots. 

In addition to the millions of Americans who have read Roots, either in 
book or magazine form, approximately 130 million viewers saw at least 
some part of the television version of the book. The Academy of Television 
Arts and Sciences responded by nominating Roots for 37 Emmy awards, an 
all-time record. 

Alex Haley taught himself to write during a 20-year career in the U.S. 
Coast Guard. After retiring in 1959, he became a professional writer and 
journalist. His first book, The Autobiography of Malcolm X, won him na- 
tional recognition as one of America’s leading writers. In addition, Haley 
has long been known as one of the best interviewers in the business. In- 
deed, his question-and-answer session with Miles Davis was published as 
the first ‘‘Playboy Interview.’’ He went on to do numerous other inter- 
views for Playboy, including feature pieces on George Lincoln Rockwell, 
Johnny Carson, and Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. 
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Not long ago, N.C.C.U. professor, Dr. Jeffrey M. Elliot, was granted 
an exclusive interview with Alex Haley . ‘‘ Corralling Haley for a sustained 
period of time is next to impossible,’’ says Elliot. ‘‘The interview took 
place over a three-day period, comprising approximately ten hours of con- 
versation, part of it spent in transit to and from the television studio where 
he works, and part at the author’s home in West Lost Angeles—a modest, 
two-story dwelling that bears little evidence of his affluence or status. His 
home is warm, inviting, lived in—a reflection of the author and his ap- 
preciation of simple virtues and everyday pleasures.’’ When Elliot asked 
why Haley chooses to live so modestly, Haley said: ‘‘From where you sit, 
Jeff, you can see two cans of sardines and 18 cents, ornately framed on the 
wall. It’s next to the Pulitzer Prize and the Spingarn Medal. Let me tell you 
why that ‘picture’ is there. In 1960, I was living in a one-room apartment 
in Greenwich Village, New York. I was literally hanging on by my finger- 
nails, trying to make it as a magazine writer. I was selling just enough to 
keep going from week to week, sometimes from day to day. In my little 
cupboard, I had those two cans of sardines, which was all I had to eat in the 
world. And I had 18 cents in my pocket—that’s not the same 18 cents by 
the way. I had spent the original 18 cents on a cabbage for dinner that 
night. I remember thinking at the time, there’s nowhere to go but up. And I 
put the two cans of sardines in a sack and put it away. Whenever I would 
move because I didn’t have the rent money, I would always take that sack 
with me. Six or seven years later I sold my first motion picture rights. 
That’s when I had those two cans of sardines and that 18 cents framed as 
you see here today. No matter where I go, it will always be displayed as a 
reminder of the most significant lesson in the world—that when you’re pur- 
suing a creative goal, you must hang in there. You must have faith. You 
must believe. That ‘picture’ is a constant reminder of my ‘roots’—my 
beginnings as a writer. And that’s why I probably live as I do. I’m never far 
from that little room I mentioned earlier.’’ 


JE: How did you start as a writer? 

AH: I had no training in the formal sense. I went to a small black high 
school and then to a local black college for two years, where no one ever 
thought of writing as a profession. The nearest thing we had to writing was 
English Composition. I remember that I received better grades in that sub- 
ject than in others, simply because I always enjoyed writing. My decision to 
be a writer was largely shaped by my family upbringing. I grew up in a 
family that had a distinct sense of history. It permeated our entire family 
structure. Moreover, my parents were teachers, and they went out of their 
way to see to it that I had books. We grew up in a home that was full of 
books. And so I learned to read. I love to read. I read voraciously, from the 
age of five. My interest in reading led to an accidental interest in writing. I 
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began in the Coast Guard by writing love letters for my fellow sailors 
which, I might add, mushroomed into a fulltime undertaking. The letters 
proved so successful that I was freed from having to work as a cook. That 
put me in a position of doing nothing but writing, which led to my trying to 
write for various newspapers and magazines. Later, when I began to sell, I 
remember very distinctly I wrote some part of every day, usually at night, 
for approximately eight years before I sold my first acticle. During that 
period, | plastered my room with rejection slips. Finally, I sold an article. 
And then I would sell one out of six, then one out of four, and so on. Even- 
tually, I retired from the service at age 37, and decided to pursue writing on 
a fulltime basis. I wrote for Reader’s Digest and Playboy magazine, then I 
wrote The Autobiography of Malcolm X, and finally Roots. 


ipsa coop sceasens 


effrey Elliot 


Photograph courtesy o 


JE: What we your first professional sale? 

AH: It was a short piece about the Coast Guard, They Drive You 
Crazy,’’ which was the title they put on it. I sold it to an old supplement 
called This Week. I received $100 for the article, and was dumbfounded. | 
had become so used to getting rejection slips that it just astounded me that 
finally I had received an acceptance. At first I didn’t believe it. I remember 
feeling almost frightened that I had sold something. | later learned, though, 
that they had not really bought it for my writing skills, but rather for the 
material that was contained therein. When it came out, it had been almost 
totally rewritten by someone, but it did contain my byline—my first byline. 
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The sale that I remember much more vividly came several years later 
when I was still in the service, and was not selling much of anything. I sup- 
pose I was selling one out of every 12 submissions. And these were usually 
very short pieces. I was still quite used to getting rejection slips. One day I 
met a writer named Glenn Kittler. He wrote for a variety of publications. 
He came to the Coast Guard to get some information to write a piece about 
the Guard. I tried to give him all the help I could. I was in public relations at 
the time. And, in the course of lunch, I was telling him about my dreams to 
write one day. At the time I felt like touching his coat, thinking that he’d 
bought that coat with money he’d made writing. It just seemed awesome. 
He was very nice, extremely affable. I told him a number of vignettes I’d 
heard in the Coast Guard, and he said to me: ‘‘You know, Bernie Glaser, 
the editor at Coronet, is buying one-pagers of material like that—short 
historical vignettes like the one you’ve told me. They run about 600 words 
apiece. And they pay 100 dollars each. Why don’t you try writing some of 
them?’’ Come Christmas, I spent the entire period writing these vignettes 
for Glaser—not one, but four—and bundled them off to him with a letter 
saying that I had met Glenn Kittler who had suggested Coronet might be in- 
terested in these vignettes. About three weeks later, the phone rang. It was 
Bernie Glaser. He asked, ‘‘Is this Alex Haley?’’‘‘Yes,’’I said. ‘“Well, this 
is Bernie Glaser of Coronet,’’ he said. | remember I was standing at the 
telephone. And when it hit me who he was, I just froze. And then I sat 
down, plop. I will never forget it. He said: ‘‘Where have you been? We 
have a real need for this kind of stuff. We’re going to buy three of your 
vignettes. The fourth one is lousy.’’ That was the beginning of my first real 
relationship with an editor, where I got to know him as a person. Not too 
long thereafter, Bernie invited me up to his office. I went, full of ner- 
vousness and anticipation. There was Bernie in the flesh, a real-life editor, 
who sat down and talked to me about writing. Over the period of the next 
three years, I wrote 30 or so of those one-pagers for Coronet. They were 
published mostly under other names. Coronet would pay you 100 dollars if 
they were published under your name ,and 125 dollars if you’d consent to 
let them be published under the names of famous people, like Kate Smith, 
Robert Q. Lewis, and Dave Garroway. 


JE: What impact did all of those early rejections slips have on your 
psyche and your desire to write professionally? 

AH: They didn’t affect me in any profound way. I just assumed that 
such rejections came with being a writer. For example, I had read in 
countless issues of Writer’s Digest about rejections slips.I knew that they 
were an integral part of the learning process, something that was ex- 
pected. The exception would be the sale.You keep doing it, and you keep 
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getting the slips, so that it becomes almost commonplace. Still, | remember 
one of my early concerns was, am I writing this sufficiently well? That con- 
cern lasted for years. I questioned myself every time I was rejected. Now, 
it’s different. I turn down offers that earlier would have made me euphoric. 
I’m often asked what my biggest thrill was as a writer, and people expect 
me to say, of course, the success of Roots. It wasn’t. By the time Roots 
came along, I had sold lots of things, though certainly nothing as substantial 
as Roots. The biggest single thrill | had came much before. At the time, I 
had been getting rejection slips routinely for about a four years. By then, I 
suppose, I had collected at least 100. They usually came in the form of 
printed cards, which typically said, ‘‘Thank you for thinking of us, but ..’. 


One day, though, the routine was broken. During the fifth year or so, I 
received my self-addressed, stamped envelope, except this time when | 
opened the envelope, on that card, someone had written in pencil, ‘‘Nice 
try.’’ That was all it said. But it thrilled me more than anything else I can 
remember, because it said to me that there was really somebody out there, 
not an abstract computer who sent you those rejections, but someone who 
had actually looked at my submission and took the time to write back that 
little note. 

It was a tremendous thrill. I will never forget it. I wish I had had the 
good sense to save that particular card and have it laminated and framed, 
alongside my Pulitzer Prize and the Spingarn Medal. 

JE: How did you, resist the temptation of giving up? 

AH: | suspect it’s that indefinable, indescribable thing that tends to be 
present in some people, and not in others, for no reason that any of us can 
put our finger on.I have a favorite made-up statistic—of every thousand 
people who set out to write, only one will become a professional writer. 
The others will fall out along the way in the face of constant rejection, cons- 
tant rebuff, the psychic put-down that the rejection slip consistently 
represents or as it is interpreted. To make it as a writer, you have to have 
the same kind of quality that lets water roll off a duck’s back. You really 
can’t take it personally. It isn’t personal. I have since come to know some 
of the other side of it. Now, I go into the publishing houses, meet regularly 
with editors, and discuss various aspects of the business. These people tell 
me constantly, and I believe them, that they are desperately looking for 
good, new writers. That’s the very definition of their work. The irony is 
that there are countless people, perhaps more talented than fam; who 
didn’t keep going, who quit in the face of rejection. They quit—who’s to 
say why? If you quit, you may as well have never begun. 
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JE: Many writers, particularly at the beginning, have literary role 
models. Did you? 

AH: Other than Hemingway, who influenced me at first, I was really 
my own role model, which is the way it should be. There is only one Hem- 
ingway. What I’ve finally come to feel about technique, method, that 
is—it’s you. It’s the way you express things. As long as you’re trying to be 
like someone else, you’re not being yourself and, hence, whatever your 
style is, it’s not natural. Your style is that which is natural to you. It’s the 
way your gut instincts tell you to express things. I was, however, greatly 
encouraged by two writers—Glenn Kittler and James Baldwin, the well- 
known novelist. 

Let me tell you a story about Baldwin. Just after I got out of the service, 
and was scared to death to make the leap into fulltime writing, I started flir- 
ting with the idea of quitting, of taking a job in civil service. I had written 
to several writers asking if I could just talk to them. Jimmy Baldwin was the 
only one who wrote back. If he had sent me a message saying, ‘‘I will 
receive you at 3 p.m., next Thursday,’’ I would have been there at 2:30 
waiting. But Jimmy, bless him, being James Baldwin, apparently felt 
(perceived) that I was really crying for a shoulder to lean on, somebody to 
boost me a little. He walked from his home in Greenwich Village to my 
home, also in the Village, where I had a basement room. Jimmy just walked 
in as if we were old buddies and writing peers, and sat down cross-legged 
on the little hassock I had, and talked to me for an hour or so. He just talk- 
ed, about nothing in particular, and not that much about writing. But he 
said to me, in his actions, that he regarded me as a peer. And that did more 
for me than he could ever know. We have since become dear friends, and 
visit each other wherever one or the other happens to be living or staying at 
the time. 

JE: Do you find it difficult to psych yourself up to write? 

AH: {can write at the drop of a hat. I have to. I can’t afford to wait un- 
til the muse strikes. I’ve heard about the writer for whom the muse must 
come first. I operate on a different basis—let me go write, and if the muse 
comes great; if not, I operate with whatever I can summon up. 

JE: How do you write? Where does the process begin? 
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Photograph courtesy of Jeffrey Elliot 


AH: The process starts with a lot of mulling. Then one fine night, I sit 
down with a stack of blank paper. I usually wait too long to begin, even 
though I know the project’s going to take longer than I’ve allowed. Then 
’ll sit down and go crash on the typewriter, writing as much of the story as 
I possibly can. This will generally be one of those nights when I’ll work for 
six or seven hours, nonstop, just to get it down on paper. I know it’s lousy. 
I certainly wouldn’t show it to any living soul. But it’s the getting it down 
on paper that’s important. Then I’ll read it through. And then having read 
it, and having a better sense of what I want to do,I will retype it at a less 
rapid pace. It will now be in somewhat better form. | may make a few notes 
in pen on the manuscript. Then I'll type the third draft. By this time, it’s 
usually in fairly good shape, so that I can take a pen to it, and make the 
final changes before sending it to the publisher. 


To Be Continued the next issue of Ex Umbra 


27 


28 Ex Umbra 


Hello 
Ernest Walker, III 


Sophisticated girls 

strut slowly toward you 

searing the ground beneath them 
with every sure step. 

Their permed hair 

gently carresses the wind. 

And piercing eyes 

make the flesh 

on the small of your back tingle 
and the hair on the back of your neck 
stand at attention. 


As they approach 

their eyes meet yours 

as if 

to read your mind. 

But as you say, 

‘Hello, ’’ 

those eyes turn 

arrogantly away 

seemingly saying, 

‘‘Il’m somebody, 

who the hell do you 

think you are.’’ 

Only those turned-away eyes 
return your 

hello, 

as you catch the scent of Chanel 
and nothing more. 


You stop and wonder, 

Do I have the plague? 

Or a suspicious-looking cold sore on my lip? 
Or is there something hanging from the tip 
of my nose? 

What’s wrong with me? 
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You look back at them 
Never seeing those eyes 
Only the coquetish hair 
waving in the wind 

giving you the raspberry. 
And those hips move 
self-centeredly 

as they walk onward. 

And suddenly you can’t see 
their pretty, sadditty heads. 
They’re in the clouds ,you see, 
Their feet are off the ground. 
They ’re intangible. 


And all you said was hello. 


Hello? 


] 


Did he say hello? 


Oh Lord, please, did he say hello? 
I have tried so hard to look as appealing & 


attractive to the male gender as possible. . . . 


Maybe my hair is too straight? 
Not enough curl? 
The things I have to endure! 


Just to bring a smile to hiseyeeeweae 
The pain I have suffered, not only to 
keep my physical body slim and trim. 
But what about my _ pocket, oh how 
I scrimped and saved just to buy those 


designer clothes! 
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Quadethia D. Pierce 


All this and more, much more just to hear those words 
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Say what! Did he say hello? 

How dare he speak as I walk by! 

So now the proud unchallenged black male 

has found that he indeed has a voice. 

Well! Well! Well! 

Well it is indeed too late ,my brethren. 

For now I too am beginning to further 

my education! 

Not only academically ,I might add 

I have tried for countless centuries 

to incur your attention. 

I went through the decades trying to dissuade you 
from my white lighter sister! 

And today, yes, you find that everything 

you were looking for, all that beauty was right here, 
right here, waiting for your touch, your words... 

So speak brother, yes speak and | will again and again 
IGNORE the fact that you exist! 


Ill 


Huh? 

I thought someone said something. 

DAMN! my attention span seems to get shorter everyday 
I thought that guy said something to me! 

Maybe he’ll speak again and then again maybe he won’t 
Please, don’t take offense... 

It’s just that I don’t think I heard you. 

Listen, 

Excuse me, did you say hello? 
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Now I Dwell 


I usually don’t dwell on my misfortunes 
I usually don’t let anything or anyone 
spoil my day. 
But people have often told me I 
had a heart too soon made glad 
and now recently, 
too soon made sad. 


I usually don’t dwell on my misfortunes 
I usually don’t let anything or anyone 
spoil my day. 
But mama often told me not to 
give my heart until it’s ready 
to be received. 
Because love deceives. 


I usually don’t dwell on my misfortunes 
I usually don’t let anything or anyone 
spoil my day. 
But I managed to convince myself 
that I could do or get 
anything I truly wanted. 


My outcome—disappointment. 


Now I Dwell. 


BL 


Brenda D. Fredlaw 


3y4 


PERSONAE POEM 


Beyond the obvious 

I have no reasons 

as to why.... 

But | am ever grateful 

that you indulged 

my need for.... 

did you know that 

every hour each minute 
given over to me verifies 
the way I feel towards you? 
Has sugar ever tasted as 
sweet.as your warm body 
growing warmer still. 
Don’t move.... 

I] want to go beyond the 
obvious and back again 
then focus on....your eyes. 
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Angela Austin 
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Maybe 


Maybe we’ll meet in another time and place 
and maybe, 
my love for you will endure, 
to love you but to know we can't be 
not here— 
not now. 


Maybe in tme you'll find me, 
and we will share the things 
that were meant to be shared between us; 


just us. 


April A. Jones 
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To a Law of Physics 
Marion McKinney 


As my bus travels down the country road, 
the houses become a multi-colored blur 

As the bus goes faster, the houses 
melt into colors with no shape. 

As the bus goes faster, the colors become 


white, and remain hidden forever. 
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Darryl E. Hylton 
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Old Letters 


Just Yesterday... 

I was cleaning out a drawer 

Throwing things out, old things 

Making room for new 

When there in the corner 

In a plain white envelope 

I found an old letter 

From an old love of mine 

Quickly I opened it 

And much to my surprise 

The message it relayed 

brought tears to my eyes 

The way she said, ‘‘Hello, I miss you dear,’’ 
The softness of her voice was easy to hear 

And then she said she longed for my gentle touch 
Against her warm body, because it meant so much 
Then she called me, ‘‘handsome, true and never mean, 
It made me reflect on the days when I was just a 
teen. Then she said that she would wait for me 
And then she said she would wait for me 

‘‘No matter how long it might take’’ 

I shook my head in sad disgust 

Ashamed of my mistake 

She ended her letter with, 

‘Love for you, I'll always have’’... 

I closed it up, folded it 

And thoughtfully began to laugh 

For when I was young I thought it sport 

to break a young girls heart 

But now I’m old , I’ve experienced the cold 

of that game I’ll play no part 

For I have learned many lessons 

But the greatest I have learned 

Is to do your best to love someone 

If you want to be loved in return 

Oh Yeah... 

Just Yesterday... 

Just Yesterday. 
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Pamela Lyon 
People pass each other 
searching 
for a lost love. 
Or, if they have a love 
the search is on for a love that might be better 
never knowing; 
until it is too late, 
too late to go back 
too late to try harder 
so they ignore each other 
in an endless search 
touching 
not feeling 
talking 
not speaking 
reaching 
not meeting 
clinging to a body 
longing for another 
that they had 
or to have 
so many dissatisfied smiles 
so many lonely kisses 
so many empty embraces 
let’s all stop 
take a number 
and go where we belong. 
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The Ties That Bind 
(A poem for the Bride-to-be) 


They ’re gonna tie the knot I heard someone say, 
and the date is set for early May. But wait a 
minute! Let us also remember, another wedding is 
set for late September. Most are really serious, 
others just for play. Are you ready for wedding 
day? 

Decisions big and decisions small, just think 
you may have to give up your all. It seems that 
any a couples really didn’t think hard at all, 
referring to the many marriages that merely fall. 
Are you ready for wedding day? 

But don’t get me wrong, because love is like 
a song, unique, long and everlasting. The tie 
that binds means just that: two people, tied with 
a love exact. Though all the hardships that you 
will face, the good will outnumber the bad at an 
alarming pace. Yea, there will be times that 
sour, but up above there’s a miraculous power, 
someone who’s there 24 hours! A marriage is also 
a two-way street; when one has a problem you both 
have it. 

And of course, a marriage never ends. 

So if you pass this marriage test, I certainly 
wish you the very best. Love him, please him 
and do be kind, for it’s all included in 

‘‘the ties that bind.’’ 
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On Conceiving 


Having to grow up 

When I don’t want to 
Thought I had most of my 
Adulthood while a child. 


But conception won't let me wait 


Oh, Humphrey’s 11 will do the trick 
As a matter of fact, 
I know a place with abortions on sale 


This week 


Would look simply 
Charming on a love resume 


This lifetime job of motherhood. 


Thought that my getting pregnant 
Was like visiting the moon 

But I can visit the moon 

Need I say more? 


Mixed emotions concerning the life of another 
Desperately afraid, and at the same time, 
Julilant 

To become a Negro Mother. 


oh 


Rhonda McLaurin 
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Bundle Of Hope 
Sharon Findley 


sleep baby, sleep, dream of the person you 
will grow up to be, imagine the many things 
your eyes will be able to see, and wonder 
how life would be if you were born free. 


sleep baby, sleep, let the little bundle of 

joy rest once and for all. enjoy it now, baby, 
for this will be the only time you will rest 

so long the only time until all the breath and 
life in your body is gone! 


sleep baby, sleep, caress and treasure the 

warmth of your mother’s arms, feel the tightness 

of the bond between you and your mother’s arms, 

feel the woman, that one day will be separated and sold from your arms. 


sleep baby, sleep, stretch and yawn 

let your body expand; give them an innuendo that one day 
you will grow up to be a big man and then your 

people’s future will be in your hands. 


wake up baby, wake up take a look around time 
will come and time will go, time will go fast 
time will go slow 


wake up baby, wake up, shout and scream let 
those peole know you will grow up to be mean, 
let the sound of your voice echo throughout 

the nation and freedom would be your destination 


grow up baby, grow up, and now that you’re 
grown, your people will crown you king and you 
will hold your throne; but don’t forget why 
you’re there, you were chosen to show us the 
freeway—A life of some us will see, a life 

some of us will lead and a life for some that 

will never be. so it is up to you, my son, to 
make this life worthwhile for all those in the 
years to come. 


“«.. Startles the imagination”’ 


Eighth and D 


There’s a corner in my home where only the 
doomed roam. 

The occupants of this corner are from the 
wealthy to the poor. 

The pushers, the pimps, and the whores. 
We call this corner ‘‘Eighth and D’’ 

and its favorite vintage has been nicknamed 


“Ricky.” 


There’s no telling who you might see or stop 
on ‘‘D’’ street 


a politician begging for votes—he play 
the role: Yeah Bro’, I’m trying to get 
this seat to help you. 
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Brenda D. Fredlaw 
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You know that ain’t true! 


a college dropout—learning a new trade: 
rolling reefer, playing crap—hanging out 


College? He couldn’t cope. 
A Scapegoat. 


a sixteen year old girl who’s on baby 
number four. She says she can outlast 
any man and want more. 

Her title now—‘ 


Hey, I’m not downing the life that these 
people have chose to live 

I’m just concerned about all people when 
their lives could have turned out a 

lot better than even themselves can believe. 


‘Whore’ 


This hangout may not have much significance 


to me. 
But this corner where only the undetermined 


1Oain—— 


Eighth and D 


They call it 


home! 
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Contest Coverage 
Brenda D. Fredlaw 


We, the Ex Umbra Staff of 1982-1983, would like to thank 
everyone for submitting their Poetry and Art works in our contest and first 
issue. Your participation was greatly appreciated and we hope that it will 
continue. We would like to congratulate Michelle Cox and Anthony 
Stovall, winners of the Poetry and Visual Arts Contest, respectively. 

The poetry was selected and graded by the Excutive Staff members of 
Ex Umbra, which is composed of; editor-in-chief, co-editor, poetry, prose, 
and art editors,and publicity director, along with the chief photographer, 
secretary, and Miss Ex Umbra. 

The Art contest was judged by Norman E. Pendergraft, Director of 
North Carolina Central University Museum of Art. 

The contest was based on a 3 point grading scale. A grade of zero in- 
dicated that the work was unacceptable or, one characterized the work as 
‘‘good’’ and a rating of two specified that the literaure was ‘‘excellent!”’ 

Once again, Thanks for your submittance. 


Darryl E. Hylton 
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Today’s Black Woman 
Young, black, and beautiful 
For we are todays black women. 
No more cotton fields to be picked. 
No more whippings to be whipped. 
No more victims to be raped. 
For we are todays black women. 
No more standing in the welfare lines. 
No more minimum wage. 
No more ‘‘I can’t read cause I’s a black’’. 


For we are todays black women. 


Medical doctors, scientist, lawyers, all the way 
down to professors. 


We, yes, we are todays black women. 
Achievers, leaders, and survivors 


We are today’s black women. 


Poetry Contest Winner 
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Michele N. Cox 
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Auton Stevall 
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Darryl E. Hylton 
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Why I Think The Caged Bird Sings 


Everyone has their own opinion about everything. 
The sun origin of man, trees, and birds. 

What question has puzzled me more than any 
words is ‘‘why the caged bird sings.’’ Can the 
bird be happy in captivity like that? Yes? No? 
Who can say with positive fact? It’s fed, it’s 
loved and really taken care of. But just for a 
minute stop and think, is the caged bird really 
happy? Unlike the dog there’s no tail to wag, 
to signify whether it is happy or sad. Even 

the cat has its own little way. its purr 

signifies its happiness or dismay. While 

sitting home pondering this question one day, 

I looked deep into my birds eyes and realized 
with a sigh... The caged bird sings because it 


can’t cry. 
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The Game 
April Jones 


You said you loved me 
and that was a lie 
You said that you cared 
and then you said goodbye 
You said no other could touch your heart 
and then you tore mine all apart 
Why did you deliberty hurt me so 
When I only wanted our love to grow 
Why all the games and questions? 
Did you laugh as you pass and 
saw me cry, 
As you and your ‘‘new babe’’ went 
stepping by? 
Do you feel like a man? 
Do you feel proud and strong, 
With the knowledge that you’ve done 
a black sister wrong? 
Did it put hair on your chest 
you young, 
silly boy, 
To step on my heart like it was a toy? 
One day you'll feel pain worse than 
that you’ve brought to me 
And when your heart is played with 


you to will see! 
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Cautious 


Angela Langley 


My heart was hesitant to love you, but my mind thought of 
you daily. 

I didn’t know you were ‘‘totally mine’’ 
but still you belonged to me. 

No one can make you feel the joy of loving, 
more than I. 

Love can be beautiful and yet so painful in 
a way that the hurt is hard to heal. 

It’s funny how nothing can grow to be so 
strong and beautiful. 

There’s always joy in knowing that your 
love is everlasting... yet my heart tells me 
to be. 
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Longing for the Day 
Rhonda McLaurin 


Longing for the day when 

the masquerade party will be over 

and we come out of costumes to cease being characters 
and start having character. 


Longing for the day when 

we'll stop using Blackness 

as our excuse for every damn thing, 

and start producing more Stevie Wonders 
Shirley Chisholms, and Martin Luther Kings. 


Longing for the day when 

we put down hatred and pick 
up books. 

Black people are destined to be 
educated. 


Longing for the day when 
Congress introduces the BRA 
(Black Rights Amendment), 
and I want it ratified by 

the UNIVERSE. 


Longing for a lot! 
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Lonely Black Woman 
Trina 


am a BLACK WOMAN 
five feet, four inches tall 
very sensitive and loving, 
but lonely most of all... 


There’s 
a man’s out there for me 
—somewhere— 
dark, handsome, and tall 
very sweet, loving and kind, 
but lonely most of all. 


So 
BLACK MAN 
wont you come into my vision 
and find me— and just 
‘‘be mine’’ 
We'll both fulfill each others’ 
‘loneliness ’’ 
during these lonely times. 


startles the imagination 


53 


54 Ex Umbra 


Life’s Changes 
Derek Graham 


In this constantly changing world, 

I’m finding that man never takes time 
out of their busy day to show respect 
and love for his fellow man. 

As things change it takes us further apart 
So many people content with life not 
realizing they stop growing and limit 


their potential. 


And life goes on without them. 
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Untitled 
Mendez Sanders 


Hello, shadow my friend, how are you? It’s 
been quite some time since our last little talk. 
So, how’s the family? 

That’s good, I’m happy to hear that. 

It’s funny, shadow, you’ve been with me for all 
of my life. When I lean, I lean on you. When I 
cry, I cry near you. At times, you’ve been a good 
friend, but at times you have not. Why is it 
you're only around when the sky is bright, but 
when my life is dark and filled with clouds of 
gray, you're never there. 

Oh well, I guess you’re only human. 
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Visions of You 


Angela Davis 


Sitting here in my lonely room, 
Wondering what next is there to do. 
Sometimes thinking, sometimes dreaming, 
But always thinking with clear meaning. 


A vision suddenly appears of far away, 

Could it be he who could not stay? 
Someone so lovely and dear, who went astray. 

I loved the tender touch and warmth of his presence. 
And in his presence | became someone new, 

Someone reaching and caring for you. 


Now that he is gone my life has no meaning. 
For it was he who brought sunshine to my day, 
But now, that sunshine will not last without dismay. 
Because now this vision of loveliness has 
slowly faded away... 
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Untitled 
Pamela Lyon 
i am beautiful 
i am intelligent 
i am capable 
i am witty 
i am creative 
i am sleek 
i am quick 
i am full of love 
i am alone, yet, 
i am. 
Untitled 
Pamela Lyon 
i am free 
free to be alone 
free to eat alone 
free to cry alone 
free to celebrate my triumphs, alone. 
free to come and go as i wish, alone. 
free to enjoy life, alone. 


seven times free 

six times alone 

the price of freedom 

is greater than the sum of any part 
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Slow Down 


Brenda D. Fredlaw 


Honestly,. . . would you slow down 
No, I’m not a person who can’t comprehend 
But I’m not a person who has a perfect memory. 
Dr eae 
Instructor... , 
Mss asus 
Mia 
Oh would you please repeat 
Your last statement. 
Yes, I was paying attention but . . . 
Hold on, I don’t... 
You ask me why I don’t do so 
well on my exams. 
If you would slow down the tempo of your lecture 
Just maybe, 
I could get an 
oN? 


on one of them. 


€ 


‘... Startles the imagination”’ 59 


Question 


Brenda D. Fredlaw 


I sit contemplating 

the nonchalant attitude 

we both decided to embrace, 

Visions of yesterdays 

danced in and out—to and fro 
within my memory. Are our 
nonchalant dispositions 

revealing what we cannot manage 

to verbalize, or are we as 

insensitive as the roles we try 

to portray? Were those yesterdays 
as meaningful and fulfilling as we 
believed them to be then? Were they? 
But our cold facial expressions 

and our discreet methods of expressing 
our aggitation has become a common 
occurrence at each of our brief 
encounters. Are our actions 

and tactics for display 

or a realization? 

This is my 


question? 
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I Write 


I write poems... 
cuz when I conversate, many 
don’t take me seriously. 


They trip over my words, 
and never ever grasp the meaning. 


I write poems... 
cuz it’s the only form of art open 
to Blacks 
(at least, that’s what they told me) 
I tried to dance, 
but I’m no Martha Graham. 
I tried to act, 
but I’m no Sarah Bernhardt. 
I tried to sing, 
but I’m no Melissa Manchester. 
Just a lonely Black poet, 
and censorship still hangs over my head. 


I write poems... 

cuz when I no longer physically exist, 

I want someone to go in my attic and 

find pages and pages of my Blackness. 

Maybe the next generation will understand me, 
this one doesn’t. 


And finally, I write poems... 

As an attempt to understand me 

To avoid a lounge chair and a $50 fee. 

To avoid looking in the face of someone 
who can’t imagine what life has been for me, 
thus unable to interpret. 


They’re... 
not fancy, simple. 
not nonchalant, concerned. 
not even good sometimes, but it’s me! 


Ex Umbra 


Rhonda McLaurin 


€ 


*.. . Startles the imagination’’ 61 


I would like to take this opportunity to thank Norman E. Pendergraft, 
director of North Carolina Central University’s Museum of Art, for allow- 
ing us to photograph the museum’s works and also for judging the art con- 
test. 

From November 7-December 12 ,the museum will be featuring the 
works of Andrea Palladio. 


Ex Umbra 
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Ed Wilson 
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Anonymous 
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seth inapatantnn paceman 


Tenement Voices James Mcmillian 
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Blackness 


Blackness can be many things in one’s imagination 
For instance Blackness can represent emptiness 
Blackness has always been viewed with comtemplation 
But to me Blackness is beauty in many fashions 
Blackness is one of the few bold colors in creation 

To me Blackness is strength in a solar eclipse 
Blackness is beauty in the form of a Black pearl 
Blackness is elegance at a black tie affair 

Blackness is pride in a nation of people 


I am beautiful for I am Black and within 
me dwells Blackness. 

I am elegant for I am Black and my 
Blackness exhibits elegance. 

I am proud for I am Black and my 
Blackness represents pride. 

Yes, Blackness represents many 

things in one’s imagination, what does 
it represent to you? 


Ronald R. Burke 
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Memories of a Distant Time 
Angela Austin 


I rode down streets that you and I walked upon 
when we were lovers. 

I looked at images we formed together. 

I spoke with acquaintances who noticed our 
jointing feelings. I cried once again. 


I have touched others, the way I touched you 
and I shared love with them patiently, yet, 

I bore easily with other affairs. 

Everyday, everyone, everything given over to me 
ironically stuns my mind to think of you. 


I must love you. 


As I sit here I think of what you once did 
to me...how you could love, yes, how you could 
take my heaped up heart and still love me. 


How you played, how you sang to me, how you loved me 
But now, they are only memories of a distant time 


and that will be 


a road [ll never travel again. 
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Winifred Annette Richardson 


Sitting alone trying to build. 
Standing alone trying not to fall. 
Knowing that fear is my only torment. 
I stage battles of defense everyday. 
Struggling is not necessary to live, 
But once you sit alone, stand alone 
and fear, the struggle begins. 

Once the struggle begins there’s 
no logical way to end it. 

But logically it doesn’t have to 
exist at all. 


The Mountain 
Winifred Annette Richardson 


Climking the mountain, some of us have 
alreaay and some of us can’t. 

It just depends on the technique. 

The technique comes from the background. 
If the background is pesimistic, then the 
climber feels inferior to the mountain and 
the individual who is already at the top. 
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This Night 
April A.Jones 


Quietly, 
Silently, 
Night becomes day 
and what was present becomes past. 
Memories of the night linger on 
as do my memories of you. 
Maybe it was just too perfect, or 
we were’nt meant to be. . . 
But you’ll always be there; 
occupying a corner of my mind. 


Shed The Mask 
April A. Jones 


The pain inside me 
is too deep to express— 
I wear a mask of happiness 
while my soul sheds many tears. 
Life is so hard to live, but I must go on 
and bear the pain and sorrow. 
I can’t let the hurt go, 
it follows me like a shadow, 
but I can’t change it so; 
I must accept it and continue to grow. 
One day | will no longer have to wear a mask 
One day I won’t have to hide the pain, 
One day I will break away 
from the iron bars 
that hurt me. 
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Getting Into You 
Odell Williamson, Jr. 


Meeting a young lady with a personality 
such as yours just don’t happen to me everyday. 
So I thought in my mind that I should 
take the time to thank you in some nice way. 
Although we’ve just met and you are 
probably saying in your mind that the things that 
this guy says aren’t really true. 
I’ve been sitting back wondering, 
talking unconsciously, and totally getting into you. 
You see, what I am saying is thank 
you for the time that you let me occupy a little of your space. 
And I am hoping that maybe we 
could start something nice or at least you lips let me taste. 
I believe that a relationship could 
really be right, if we tried it just us two. 
For as I am laying here writing 
this poem, I’m totally getting into you. 
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My Yesterday Love 
Kim D. Ellis 


For so long I cared for you so now the time has come to let you go. 


At one time | thought I saw you reaching out for me 
But I think it was just my fantasy 


Finding out that you only desired me while I really cared for you dearly 


But now I’ve grown older and wiser I no longer need, dream or think of you 
as my chastiser. 


Somehow I knew that these feelings were not going to last. Somehow I 
knew deep within that they were going to pass to some other girl that has to 
go through the same feelings as I had. 

But I must admit that all of these feelings weren’t bad. 


Now I’m more career-minded and on my way 
Every tomorrow shines a brighter day 


For every day | thank that heavenly man above 
For letting me experience my 
Yesterday love. 
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You 
April A. Jones 


Caresses in the night 
that linger on ‘til dawn 
kisses full of fire and eyes so full of desire 
they sear my very soul. 


Strong black arms to hold me 
and keep me safe and warm- 
to guide me 
and to give me 


UNDENIABLE— 
UNQUESTIONABLE— 
UNCONDITONAL... 

LOVE 


Tall, dark, prideful man 

yet unashamed to show 

how you feel. 

Unafraid of emotions 

that burn deep 

from within. 
A gentle touch, 

A sensual smile 
A glowing spirit 


Burning for an eternity. 
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I miss him talking to me 

he seldom did. 

I miss his smile, 

I seldom saw it. 

I miss his embrace in the night, 
I rarely had it. 

I miss the feel of his hair, 

I dare not touch it. 

I miss the soft kiss on my lips, 
I always did. 

tis true— 

I miss more than I ever had. 

I miss not what I had, but 
what I could have had 


now, I have no chance at all. 


i decided not to answer the phone 


i needed some time to myself. 


it didn’t ring. 
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Is It Real? 


Is it real? 

This thing that I feel 

Way down deep inside of me 

Has chained my heart 

Won’t set me free 

And even though we ’ve forgotten all lies 
and even though we’ve broken all ties 
I really hate to say, 

“TI think of you everyday “‘ 

Realizing that you are out of my reach 
The final agreement I hate to breach 
And everytime I see your face 

I think of another lovely time 
Another beautiful place 

Till | just want to stop and scream! 
And wish the past was just a dream 
And wake up to a bright new day 
With you in my arms forever to stay 
Damn! 

I can’t fight what I feel ...... 

Is it real? 


George B. Jackson 
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Let it Be 
April Jones 


Worlds apart 
and yet so near 


Separated by fear. 


Relax your mind, 
let it come— 
Don’t fight; 
the knowledge to understand... 
Unlimited possibilities, 
Dimensions to be obtained— 
Depths to be reached, 
If only you'll let 
it 
begs. 
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Dreams 
Michele Cox 


Why are dreams so full of reality 

and yet so unreal? 

Why must we dream, bad dreams? 

A best friend being stabbed to death forty times 
Or 

The world being destroyed by large black ants 
Or 

Death. 


I once had a dream that a handsome prince trotted 
me off on his white stallion, far far away from 
poverty, hatred and jealousy. 

But instead, 

I was thrown by a sloppy, drunken, lazy bum into 
the welfare lines. 


Dreams? 
The bad dreams become reality and the good dreams dissolve? 


I once had a dream, 

I was the First Lady of the United States of America 
but suddenly I was awaken by injustice. 

Dreams? 

Dreams. 
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Another Thought of You 
Odell Williamson Jr. 


Although I am relaxing, you are 
still on my mind, even after studying so hard. 
For without the thought of you 
you see, my life would be very bored. 
That delicate smile that brings joy 
to my mind, especially when the weather is bad. 
Also brings a sign of relief when 
I am alone and feeling very sad. 
Even though sometimes your personality 
is not what in my heart, I wish it would be. 
Just having you near excites my soul 
and I wish that this you could see. 
Not only your smile, but your eyes 
are such that they bring me under your spell. 
And if you would take the time to 
observe, all of these things you could tell. 
I’m not really a poet, but the inspiration 
came while relaxing with nothing better to do; 
But to sit back and enjoy a moment 
of pleasure, with another thought of you. 
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The Workings of a Dribbled Mind 
Or 
An Unusual Basketball Story 


Edwin Horsley 


The first time I played basketball in Mexico was when our high school 
team, Holding Institute of Laredo, Texas, played in the Semana de Portiva 
or Week of Sports. This was an annual, week long junior olympic-type 
sports event that the Mexican high schools from our border sister city, 
Nuevo Laredo sponsored for the interest of ‘‘international relationships. ’’ It 
usually came during the middle of March. 

Here I am 14 years old and terrified, | thought. 

Coming to Laredo to attend high school was a very big adjustment for 
me. The population of this southwestern Texas city was about 90,000 (70 
percent of which were Mexican-American and 30 percent were white and 
black). During my four years in Laredo, | think I ran across maybe 200 
black people(no more than 6 at one time). 

Hey, that didn’t bother me, I had always been able to get along with 
people regardless of race, creed, or color. Hell, I was intergrated my first 
year in public school back in good ole Raeford, North Carolina. And had | 
not been generally accepted by most of my classmates at Holding? They 
were mostly true-blooded Mexicans who lived across the river but com- 
muted daily to holding for an ‘‘American education. ”’ 

So on this warm spring afternoon, why did my bowels feel like they 
would explode at the thought of playing a little basketball? Maybe it was 
the way the opposing players looked at me. They looked at me as if to say, 
You damned black (fortunately for all concerned Mexicans are not too 
familar with the word nigger) you think you will be a superstar like the ones 
we see on cable television. But not you, brother, we’re going to mess you 
up! 

Then there was the crcowd—mostly women and children who looked like 
they were from every T.V. Mexican village that you’ve ever seen. Their 
faces also gave me the impression that I’d have been better off at a Ku Klux 
Klan rally in Johnson County, N.C. 

I was so nervous that I couldn’t hit a lay-up in our warm-up routine. 

If these people hate blacks that much, I wont play . . . Hell, this ain’t 
worth my life! 

The whistle blew. It was time to start the game. In our huddle, Coach 
Titino said, ‘‘We’ve got to play an aggresive zone defense and on offense, 
let’s get the ball in to Edwin so we can take advantage of his height. ’’ 
I don’t want the ball! Give it to anyone but me, please! 
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In the first half, I slowly pulled myself together. I missed three easy lay- 
ups which prompted my friend ,Milko, to shout at me as we ran down the 
court, ‘‘What’s the matter with you? Are you scared of these punks, ? They 
ain’t nothing, man, and you’re scared! ’’ 

I was scared, but at the same time, Milko had no right to be mad. He 
wasn’t black. He didn’t know what it’s like to be stared at, jeered at, and 
talked about. 

I’m going to pull my nerves together and help the guys kick this team’s 
butt, then I’m going to kick Milko’s! 

Well, we won the game, but not before I had a little more trouble. I was 
running up the court on defense when a rock whizzed by my head. 

What! I know these mothers are trying to kill me now! But why?!!! 

A quick time-out on my part would provide part of the answer. Upon be- 
ing questioned, Titino replied, ‘‘They probably feel that we’ve got some 
kind of advantage because you’re black. Don’t pay them any attention. 
They won’t bother you. ”’ 

They won't bother me? Who you tellin’? 

The final whistle sounded. The game was officially over. After we broke 
huddle, Titino gave us money in groups of 3 and 4 for sodas and snacks. I, 
however, was too nervous to leave that spot of security among my team- 
mates. It was only logical, 

They threw rocks at me during the game. They’Il try to butcher me with 
some kitchen carving knife! 

As I walked with Milko and two other guys, I was keenly aware of 
everything and everybody moving in my direction. 

They won't take me alive! If I’ve gotta go, I’m taking one of these 
tortilla-lovin’ mothers with me! 

I was concentrating on my death scene so hard, that I didn’t even notice 
the three girls who had walked up in front of me. As I bumped into one of 
them, I recoiled in horror and thought, This is it! 

One girl spoke. Her voice was very even toned and sounded like a chime 
to my ears. She asked me very eagerly in Spanish, which I vaguely 
understood, my name, where I was from, and how I liked Nuevo Lerado. 
She ended the conversation by telling me that I had played well, and she 
gave me a kiss on the cheek. 

I felt like an idiot. For the first time I realized that I’d been guilty of what 
I accused these Mexican people of—prejudice. 

Dummy try to enjoy the rest of the day and. . .relax. 

I laughed to myself at this new-found courage. 
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As Rain Falls 


As the unanticipated rain falls, 
Melancholy makes her debut. 
Sentimental values, sympathy, and joy 
all dissipate due to the arrival of the 
non-auspicious emotion. 
She often manipulates, harasses, and aggravates— 
Melancholy has visited us all. 
She’s not biased. 
She has the dexterity to induce our state 
of being to dismal from one of buoyant. 
Mentally incapacitated we become. 
Why Melancholy, why must you fall? 
Must you be persistent and so unpredictable? 
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In the first half, I slowly pulled myself together. I missed three easy lay- 
ups which prompted my friend ,Milko, to shout at me as we ran down the 
court, ‘‘What’s the matter with you? Are you scared of these punks, ? They 
ain’t nothing, man, and you’re scared! ’’ 

I was scared, but at the same time, Milko had no right to be mad. He 
wasn’t black. He didn’t know what it’s like to be stared at, jeered at, and 
talked about. 

I’m going to pull my nerves together and help the guys kick this team’s 
butt, then I’m going to kick Milko’s! 

Well, we won the game, but not before I had a little more trouble. I was 
running up the court on defense when a rock whizzed by my head. 

What! I know these mothers are trying to kill me now! But why?!!! 

A quick time-out on my part would provide part of the answer. Upon be- 
ing questioned, Titino replied, ‘‘They probably feel that we’ve got some 
kind of advantage because you’re black. Don’t pay them any attention. 
They won’t bother you. ’’ 

They won't bother me? Who you tellin’? 

The final whistle sounded. The game was officially over. After we broke 
huddle, Titino gave us money in groups of 3 and 4 for sodas and snacks. I, 
however, was too nervous to leave that spot of security among my team- 
mates. It was only logical, 

They threw rocks at me during the game. They'll try to butcher me with 
some kitchen carving knife! 

As I walked with Milko and two other guys, I was keenly aware of 
everything and everybody moving in my direction. 

They won’t take me alive! If I’ve gotta go, I’m taking one of these 
tortilla-lovin’ mothers with me! 

I was concentrating on my death scene so hard, that I didn’t even notice 
the three girls who had walked up in front of me. As | bumped into one of 
them, I recoiled in horror and thought, This is it! 

One girl spoke. Her voice was very even toned and sounded like a chime 
to my ears. She asked me very eagerly in Spanish, which I vaguely 
understood, my name, where I was from, and how | liked Nuevo Lerado. 
She ended the conversation by telling me that I had played well, and she 
gave me a kiss on the cheek. 

I felt like an idiot. For the first time I realized that I’d been guilty of what 
I accused these Mexican people of—prejudice. 

Dummy try to enjoy the rest of the day and. . .relax. 

I laughed to myself at this new-found courage. 
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As Rain Falls 


As the unanticipated rain falls, 
Melancholy makes her debut. 
Sentimental values, sympathy, and joy 
all dissipate due to the arrival of the 
non-auspicious emotion. 
She often manipulates, harasses, and aggravates— 
Melancholy has visited us all. 
She’s not biased. 
She has the dexterity to induce our state 
of being to dismal from one of buoyant. 
Mentally incapacitated we become. 
Why Melancholy, why must you fall? 
Must you be persistent and so unpredictable? 
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